was kept by a Mr. and Mrs. Perks. A board outside
proclaimed: Mr. Perks, Violin, Singing, Piano and Man-
dolin Taught. Mr. Perks rarely appeared to display
his proficiency on the mandolin. He was a dis-
appointed, skinny little man, with a walrus moustache,
who might have been a parasite on his wife. She,
swelling-busted, red-faced, with oily black hair piled
up in tiers on her head like a cottage loaf, presided over
the chilly and churlish room into which you were shown
on your first morning. You were named to the other
children lining the splintered desks or bent over the
mossy inkwells: the room became a universal vacant
gape. It came as a sudden, incomprehensible revela-
tion that people could do things together, stand up to-
gether, say eeGood morning, teacher" together, gabble
the Lord's Prayer together. That school, and so many
others of the train of depressing schools through which
I was drawn, strikes me now as a kind of spiritual knife-
grinder's shop, in which the aim of the knife-grinder,
as he holds his blades in bunches over the whirring wheel,
is to blunt and not to sharpen them.
Coming back in the evening over the common was
a nightly terror. In the middle of it was a ruined
cottage which had once been inhabited by two old maids.
After living together for years, I was told, they had
been seized by a fit of mutual loathing and pushed each
other into the fire. I usually ran past that cottage, as
if a shadow were reaching out from it to grasp me.
Sometimes, indeed, in fits of perverse courage, I walked
right up to the front door, for one is drawn to as well
'as repelled by what one fears. But there were not many
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